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EMANCIPATION. 



Not of the flowery pliiins of Thessaly, 
Wlierc soft l*eneus glides to meet the sea, 
IS'or iiiilfl Eraio, wlio of love may sing, 
And make fair Tempo's plains ring echoing; 
Nor yet of loved Feronia's walks and groves, 
Where fabled nymphs and sybils oft repose; 
Nor yet of famed Ilipponrene we talk, 
AVhere oft Apollo and the Muses walked; 
Nor r.atian plain, nor Dido do we sing, — 
For these, no hallowed ollering would we bring; 
B u t , to B u I r A N N I A ' s D A Tj G 11 T E R s , here we 
raise 

A song of joy, of triumph, and of praise. 
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E'or since creation into being woke, — 
E'er since from chaos star and planet broke, — 
E'er since in Eden Woman graced the soil, 
Help-meet for man in wretchedness and toil: 
E'er since those days, her hand liath led the 
vvay 

To sooth the sorrows incident to clay. 

Did Burrnah cry, did China's millions weep. 
Did Famine o'er the earth destruction sweep, 
Did the poor Pagan mother cast away 
Her helpless babe, to crocodiles a prey, 
Did Hindoo widow momU the pile to die, 
Did Juggernaut's crushed millions lieave a sigh, 
Did Greenland cast a wishful glance around. 
Did Otaheitc receive no joyful sound, — 
If these besought, say, when did Woman fail 
To lend an ear, or heed the sorrowing tale r 
Who swifter on the wing of love, t' impart 
A ray of comfort to each fainting heart ? 
Witness, thou grave beneath the Hopia tree ! 
Witness, ye winds, that wafted o'er the sea 
A thousand barks, that bore from Christian lands 
Those truthful women to yon coral strands ! 
Behold a Harriet and iin Anna bear 
The tidings of the Cross to millions there, 
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Braving llie tUmgci-s of tliu r(?.st,less flood, — 
Plaining tin; Cross wliort; lalo Pagodas stood 1 
j\or liioy aloiKJ. Ii(;lu>l<i tho inultiludo 
From Ivist. and West, that darod llui solitude, 
Where naiigiit lor ages iiad l)een heard to rise, 
Save songs to lioodh, or vile hlaspheiuous cries. 

And now in hUer day, wiien iniui has riven 
Those holy ties, hy (iod and Nature given, 
And impious hanils on human heart-strings laiil. 
And for tlie piieeless soul, a price hath paid, — 
Wlu) iiath arisen o'er the Atlantic wave, 
To plead for Right, for Freedom, for the Slave ? 
'T is WoMum speaks, and lo ! at her conmuind 
Free and erect eight hundred thousand stand ! 
Ei";ht hundred thousand hearts heat hi<!;h and 
strong, 

While peals the echoing anthem loud and long, 
Of joy immense, immeusurahle, deep, — 
For Afric's sire no longer vigil keeps, 
Lest hy the hand of Britain's sons, is grasped 
The dear, dear idol, to his bosom clasped. 
She to whom (lod hath joined his inmost heart) 
And bid them never, never, never part, — 
In whose mild eye a heaven of love is seen, 
Whose words, and looks, and actions, ail serene, 
1* 
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T(3ll of the joy thiit Hows witliin hor breast 
And the calm sunshine of a heart at rest; — 
Shicc by her God i.s given that guardijiu hand, 
To guide her wanderings through this desert 
land , 

And in sweet, nuitual love to seek tliat sliore, 
Where sorrow, grief and wandering are no more. 

And now no more shall she whom God hath 
framcid 

Lower than angel, and hath woman nanjed, 
To the dense field or cane-brake wend her wayj- 
Ere niorning stars have ushered hi the day. 
No longer shall the babe unnursed, unblest, 
Be left to grieve, — of every joy bereft, 
Wasting in piteous moans its infant breath, 
Till by the kind commissioned hand of death, 
Its soul enfranchised, loosen from cumbrous clay, 
Soars forth and sings through an eternal day — 
No sister weep in bitterness untold, 
For the fond brother in the shamble sold; 
No brother curse the stars that led them o'er 
The restless deep, to Slavery's hated shore. 

No longer shall the floating grave be seen. 
Cutting her way from Afric's golden streams; 
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Nor son with agony on Congo's shore, 
Weep for the sire that shall return no more, — , 
That sire who taught him o'er the field to hie, 
And with the swiftness of the leopard vie; 
Tliat bade him mark the spring-uok in his flight, 
Or hunt the ostrich for his plumage white. 

No father now, in bitterness of grief, 
Beneath the welcome wave shall seek relief, 
Clasping, with frenzied grasp, the boy whose 
eye 

But yesterday with the gazelle could vie — 
But now, alas ! its lustre dimmed with tears. 
And all his little soul benumbed with fears. 
Weeps for his mother's breast, on which to lay 
His aching head, and sleep his griefs away. 
«' My boy," he cries, behold relief from wo. 
To our own sunny plain we go, we go!" 
And straight he plunges m the heaving surge, 
Destined to be his winding sheet and dirge. 
A plash is heard, — the boy and father sleep 
Till resurrection trump awakes the deep ! 

See yonder, where those clouu-capp'd mountains 
peep 

Above the wav«»-,-^there fair Jamaica sleeps. 
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As o'er that isle I stniying lost my gnidej 
I ciime vvlieve rolls Allan! ic's roaming ticioj 
A low soft moan, that lloatecl on the breeze, 
Died on the air, yet lingered in the trees, — 
Told ol'soine heart torn bitterly with grief, 
Some heart that sought in vain for sweet relief: 
'T was Zaza, captured from beyond the wave: 
She luiiguished now a \oi\e and hapless slave. 
List to lier tale — its soft and simple strain 
Touched me witii grief, as to my ear it came; 
Made the tear tremble in my glistening eye, 
Sickened my lieart, and called forth many a sigh. 

Far on Jamaica's shore, an exile left, 
Of mother, sister, lover, all bereft, 
By the Blue Mountain side she sorrowing crept, 
Gazed on the sky, the ocean wave, and wept. 
Thoughts of the past came o'er her, as she stood 
Gazing across the blue and briny flood; 
Thoughts of those days, v^^hen free as momitaili 
air, 

Slie bound the wild flower in her braided hair, — 
Led forth her sire, whose tottering footsteps 
pressed 

Hard on the grave, but yet in love caressed, (1) 
Seated him near the citron grove, and sought 
Its choicest fruit, — then with afiection brought 
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The cooling ^Irawght from freshest cocoa's shell, 
While he some tale of olden times would tell! 



These are the days, and these the visions bright 
That memory crowded on her 'wildercd sight — 
These like a torrent o'er her spirit came, 
(Quickened the blood within her languid vein, 
Summoned each spot enshrined within her breast, 
Till in wild notes she thus her grief expressed : 

My country, my country ! 

How long I for thee, 
Over the mountain. 

Far over tlie sea — 
Where the sweet Joliba 

Kisses the shore. 
Say, shall I wander 

By thee never more? 
My country, my country! how long I for thee. 
Over the mountain, far over the sea! 



Say, O fond Zurima, 
Where dost thou stay ? 

Say, doth another 

List to thy sweet lay ? 
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Say, (lolh the omnge 

Still bloom near our cot ? 
IZuriiua, Zurima., 
All! J forgot ? 
My country, my country ! liow long I for the 
Over the mountain, far over the sea ! 

Under tlic baobab (2) 

Oft have I slept, 
Fanned by sweet breezes 

Tliat over me s\ve}>t. 
Often in dreams 

Do my weary limbs lay 
'Neath tlie same baobab. 

Far, far away. 
My country, my country ! how long I for the 
Over the mountain, far over the sea ! 

O for the breath 

Of our own waving palm, 
Here as I languish 

My spirit to calm, — 
O fi)r a draught 

From our own cooling lake, 
Brouglit by sweet mother 

My spirit to wake. 
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]\fy coimtry, my country I how long I for tbec, 
Over the niountain, fur over the sea ! 

Thus sang the cjiptive on Jamiiica's strand, 
Thus languish'd for lier own, her native land, 
Thus wept for all the loved, the lost, the dear, 
Thus sighing went, for many a long, long year. 
But sighs, and tears, and languishing were vain. 
Still, still, she felt the lash and wore the chain; 
Still, morn by morn, she wandered forth to toil, 
Knowing no rest, on slavery's blighted soil. 

O woman, in your hour of joyous mirth, 
Think you of Zaza's desolated hearth f 
Think you of that fond mother, 'neath th(5 shade 
Of Afric's cot, who iu the grave is laid, 
Because her child is not, nor e'er will come 
To her fond heart, her own familiar home ? 
Think you of her, and by the grace that's given. 
Implore for her, a benison of heaven! 

The sun had bid good night to vale and fount, 
And kissed the hill top, tree, and lofty mount; 
Slowly and soft, it faded from the west, 
And left tired nature" to its peaceful rest. 
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Night's silvery queen in mildest radiance rose, 
Looked forth on grov£, and wood, that sought 
repose, 

Smiled on the captive, that with weary feet, 
Came slowly to his cabin door, to greet 
No wife with lender smile, nor baby boy 
With laughuig eye and newly furnished toy; 
No neat spread table, waiting for its lord. 
No holy book, the book of life, the word 
That with its glorious light shines out afar. 
To guide the wanderer to fair Bethlehem's star. 
No, these ne'er waited for the slave's return, 
For him, no hearth, with glowing embers burn, 
Bnt wretched, desolate, and well nigh spent, 
lie reached his hut, and to his soul gave vent. 

He was a Hercules in form. 
With sullen step, and slow; 
His brow was knit, as if a storm 
Were gathering below. 
His eye of eagle ken was fixed 
Upon the thirsty ground, 
And ever and anon it flashed, 
And rolled its full orb round ; — 
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As if a lire were iiglilod up 

Williiii liis heaving breast, 

That burned like Etna's fiercest flame, 

And would not bo suppressed. 

The thouglit of home and boyhood's days 

Came o'er him, as he went 

To his lone hut of wrctcliedness, 

And to his soul it sent 

A tide of burning thoughts, that swelled 

The blood within his veins; — 

Large drops stood thick upon his brow, 

And fell upon the chain 

That bound his liand and clasped his foot. 

To make his bondage sure — 

A bondage which his soul abhorred. 

Nor would he long endure. 

He bent his noble form, and passed 
Within his cabin door. 
And cast his giant frame along 
The ground, its only floor. 
His soul as with a serpent stung, 
In memory of his woes, 
Aroused, and bursting fortli in wrath. 
Thus cursed hia chains and foes! 
2 
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Clunk, cli-inU, this cnrs(Ml chuiii upon my licnU 
1 linUi lis evcrlasliiig din, I'll dash 
It IVoiii nu'! Tool thai I am, it still cleaves 
To my IVc'lled lieel. Look, tliere the eallons 
On that judvle. Day after diiy, and night 
On night its grating sound is heard, and when 
For one l)h!st; liour in dreams I wander, to 
CafiVaria's shore, and s})y our hut, swec.'t hut 
Of peace, anil spriiig to meet sweet Mivtahi 
Jus! issuing from the shed, then its claidc, 
Like some grim ghost forever hauntiiig me. 
Echoes, Slave! as if 1o mock \uq in my 
Misery, and taimt me whh my wo and 
"NV^retcliedne.ss. 

O Yardee, eoidd'st thou think that 
E'er the white man's leprous hand would hind 
this 

Foot, that fleet as deer's hath sped from roek to 
Ronk. on far CalTraria's sand ? That cursed 
Fetters would make fast these hands, that oft 
have 

Been embedded in the heart's blood of the 
Fierce tiger, and hath grappled with the dark 
Eyed leoparii, l)idt!ing (h'fiance to his 
Brawny jaws ? Tliat these huge limbs would 
writhe in 
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Anguish 'nonth llu; doited lash of thai 

l''()ul (lemon, who would lain suhjecl ihis soul 

To his doniinion ? 

() cursed, cnrsed 
Breeze that, walled o'er iht! darkling s(;ii that 
Hellish hark, tliat hore me frotn my bahes and 
l.oved Alalala's side! 1 will no longer 
He the IJriton's slave, — ere the sun strides the 
]|(!aven ajrain. I'll l)e my own, I'll 
Skim across the honnding wave, and wander 
O'er Cailraria's sand. — / irill he. free ! 
By the <^ods my lathers worshij)])ed, hy the 
Singhisse who luith said, my fatluM- from 
The s])irlt land bid nie awake and reiiin 
A prince, I. swear, these sinews .s'/(f/// be free! 

Amaz(Ml I stood, long wondcM'ing at the sight 
or that lierce spirit, stricken in its miirlit; 
And lo, the village clock told tw(.'Ive; the hour 
^Viieii wood^ Miifl gr()\ e, and ever\' !e;ify bower, 
Stands and adores the great and ludy One. 
AVho mid yon slurry li.'iglil, hath fixed liis glo- 
rious throne ! 
Though lat(>, i slowly musinir passed alop.g, 
'When lo, upon my ear there fell a song, 
its sw(.'et aud liallowed music juelting (,'ame 
Troni a low cabin, near the sugar cane! 
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I pniiscd, and lisloncd al lowly shed, 
'riicrc lay yioor (Jo/a on his dying hod; 
Tlis raithful wiic was watching hy his side, 
\Vhil(} from lu;r (;}os ihoro gushed a hriny lid(,'. 
Poor (loza opo'd his oyos, and faintly said, 
" Weep nut for nic, fond iy.a, when Tui dead, 
For high ahovo yon hcautoous moon T'll rovo, 
Amid those stiirs of light and fields of lovo! 
Often I'll visit thee, if God permit, 
And often hy thy side in silence sit; 
r.)ft(ni I'll whisper thoughts of heaven and love. 
Thoughts that fill angel hearts, hi howers ahove. 
I'll watch Ihee when thou goest forth to toil; 
I'll watch our hoy, when on the dewy soil 
Thou lay'st hhn down, alone to pass away 
His infant hours, in childishness and play." 

*' O leave me not, my CJoza," said the wife, 
" \Vilhont thoe, /laught is Jcfl io mcof life. — 
Let mo go with thee, to that heaven of love, 
T'hose s(\its {»f glory and thost^ howers ahove!" 
" r(>a>(', g<>nll(i Isa,'" said the dying slave, 
^ He. h" who canic from he;iv<Mi Io set^k and 

Sa\ e 

Tlie lost and wretched from a world of wo, 
"Ti-^ he C(>nnnand'^. and now to him T go — 
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Soon thou slinil niecl iu(! in lh;i1 lioiivoiily lund, 
V\*h('r(! rutii(!iit, like sun, the heuuleous band 
or saints, in on(! i^lad voice; 1al<o up tlio lay, 
Anil joyous sing tiirougli an otornai day 

The danips ofdoath were sollling on liis face, 
And soon would (Jo/a end his cartlily rac(3; — 
I'oor Isa wiped liie damps ofthMtii away, 
M.Mien i-ctuM^ling, wept, and })raye(1, and oil would 
say, 

" O leave iwv. no\ I hut h(;av(!n, 1 wait thy will — - 
iJid, Lord, the ttiuuilt oCniy soul he slill — 
Calm my sad heart, nor lak(i his soul away, 
Till once !iior(; Ik; hath hiest uu', let him slay." 

Dear Isa, soon I leave thee,'"' (loy.ii said, 
JJaisiuif his hand <Vom olV his lowly bed, 
" 1 l(!avc th(!e, hut thy Savior will befriend, 
O ev(!r on him may thy soul depeiul. 
Come, sini; once more the soui:; we used to 

When day was done, and evening's shadowy 
wing 

Came o'er ns; oft you know \ve ustid to weep» 
As here w(> sat, and gazed across tlu; der'p. 
\{ is a song that tells ofgla.-^sy seas, 
•J )f palms of'vi -tory, and innnortal tri-es. 
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or crowns ofj'oUl, ;\iul itl()rioUi», shininc; ihiiisr.-i-i 
And niir-ic/ri ni'vcr tiriiiir (!clioin'f:-!l 

O holy plac(?5 whoro (ilod, oui' (Jod is seen, 
Williout ;i veil, or cloud, or glass bciwceu*, 
Where, face to face, our eyes heliold our king, 
And hidlelujuli strains arc echoing '. 

Where angels cry, * Thou iioly, holy I.ord,' 
Clap their glad wings, adore lliu eternal word^ 
And with (ilieruhic sweetness tune the song. 
That through heaven's liigh battalion tloata 
rdongl 

IIow doth niy spirit pant, yea, half expire, 
To swell that song, to touch the golden wire, — 
Rut more 10 meet that smilC) whose radiant light 
.Encircles iieaven wilii beams divinely bright. 

There God shall wipe the tears of griefaway. 
And songs of gladsome joy fdl up the day; 
No night e'er comes lu'yond the dreary tomb. 
Tor heaven's own light shall dissi})ate the gloom, 

That glassy tide i long to see, 
M'huse maidens clad in white, 
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With palms of victory wiiving o'er 
Their crowns, with glory bright. 

I sec, I soii, thoso hoavmily streets, 

Of pure and shining ghiss, 
1 hear t.l»o music of the hUisl, 

As through the gales tiicy pass!" 

lie more had sung, but nature spent, 

Forbad a longer stay, 
For lo, liis quivering lips were closed y 

His soul had passed away! 

Poor Isa pressed her boy, then fainting fell 
Upon the leafy !ied — hut who may tell 
The sorrows of her heart, when she awoke. 
And o'er the stillness of the morning broke 
A consciousness of her lone, widovv'd lot — 
A slave in chains, forsaken and forgot. 

Thoi;e are the griefs Brittania's daughters heal^ 
This, this the triumph, this the glorious weal 
To Afric given! — Behold them, as they wake 
Troni ihings to 7?ic/i, that long deep silence 
break, 

And with glad heart' their all of life they bring, 
To<s their free arms, and thus exulting sing: — 
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Mark! licar yo not ii voice, 

\\'af'l('(l across ilic sea, 

1,1't 1)011(1 and shackle lall. 

And sound a juhik'c. 
'I'lius saitli r>rilannia, o'er lluj \v;ivos', 
i\d longer 1)0 iny children slaves! 

l/ist to the pealinjf hell, 
It sjx^aks a hea\(.'nly hour; 
() (iod^ we owii the suay 
Oi' l.-'reedonrs holy power, 
liritaniiia. s]»eaks, \vi; hear her voice, 
W';; rise, we waken, we reit)ice! 

.\o longer shall our hahc-s 
lileneath the jjalin tree; siuh, 
Xor wife heneath the lash, 
\\ ither, and droop, and di(!, 
Britannia s|)eaks, and at her word, 
The falling lash no niorc; is hearcL 

Sweet liiherty, thy voice 
Is niusic to our ears; 
See, Nonlh and maid rejoice, 
li^'en thron-^h their glistening tears! 
r iia n n ia ".s da u ^Itlcrs weep , a u d I o ! 
Our buniiiig tears have ceased to flow. 
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'IMie sun now radionco pours, 

And (iiirth, and air, and sou. 

In ono unitod voice, 

Toll of our jubiloo. 
liritannia spoaks, and it is done. 
Almighty (jod, thy Froonion conic. 

With holy hoart and voice, 
Thy name, O Lord, wo praise, 
Wlio doth such wondrous tilings, 
Beyond our thoughts and ways, 
tilory to God, who makes us free, 
Re-echo round from shore to sea! (3.) 

To thee, Britannia. Empress of the sea, 
We waft our grateful thanks, to thee, to thee; 
Joyful in (Jod, that Woman's voice arose, 
To soothe the griefs, assuage the wrongs, tlie 
woes. 

That age on ago hath nunihered, since the night 
Vile irawkin's (4) l)ark receded from the sigiil 
Of !*)i-itain's shor(% and o'er the restless deep 
Weiuliug her way, raiii'<3 wher*' Nuniidia sleeps, 
And with dire haste filled up the accursed den, — 
(J, name it not, — wilii S^la vks and souls ok 
MEN ! 
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'JMianks lo tlioo, iMdit, for ilmt ^onoroiis hoart, 
Tlial, in the negro's wn could siiarc a pari; 
Could Jiiaki' a sister's sulloriiijis all tliiiuf own, 
And hoar ihom daily lo that hnrinng throno 
Ofhoavoiily jurracc, of purity and love, 
W'luM-o sits lh(! I'alh(!r, Son, and Holy Dove, 
riiviiiff swoct audit'nco lo the prayer off///, 
Or hond, or Cvav., who 'or may on IJini call. 

V(^s, we will hiess thno — thoiijiii no lonmn' near, 
Htill to our inmost spirits art thou dear; 
SVe look on thee, and in thv saintiul lijrlit. 
Fresh conraije stirs, our faith is turned to si^ht. 
Tor who hut tiie<>, hy heaven's un«M'ring hand, 
Didst wake those sj)irits that hav(> moved a land, 
Sunk in "Cimmerian d;irkn(\ss," (or£i!in<r e.hains 
To wring the life-hlood iVom poor AlVir.'s veins ! 

To Thee, (.) Father, helper, j£iiardian, jiuide, 
Come oiir TuU souls, with an o'erllowluir tide, — 
We trive Tuki: thaid^s that when the l.lood of 
heast, 

Or halihliii^r hrook, or whiie-rolied mitred Prl(»st, 
Or aslu's of an heii'er, siji iiikhd o"er 
Tlu"; hook", tlu- priest, aiul t il>eru;;r;e I1;mu' 
Couid iio aloiu.Muent make,, tha.l then tlu;- door 
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Ol'jo)' ctonial was w'kIm open flung, 
As on tlui cross a sorrowing vidini lunig, 
And |)(u»r(Ml ;i crimson Hood, a sac.rod slrcani^ 
W'liorc AiA. may wash, and bo lorc^vcr clean. 

Tliat, holy land, which sainted feet, have Irod, 
Where lived and walked th(i immortal Son of 
(lod, — 

That cross on Calvary's sununil, yea iho tondj 
Conceahid within that garden's h^aly gloom, — 
The wave ofdlaHilee, (iimessertM , 
Wliere the sun's rays in mildest radi(;ncc met, 
Had Ihcii a voic(\ woidd sp(;ak of Woman's toil 
For Him who bore our griefs, on I'alestina's soil! 

O, ever thus may Woman joy to fmd 
1I(M- lot with those, who, sutVering for mankind, 
Uejoice lliat tlujy are made partakers true, 
With Him who grasped the cross, and in full 
view 

Of all the glory yet to be revealed, 
])espised the sha.ine, and with his lieart's blood 
sealed 

The Testament of love to tnan below. 

Of Peace, that whh etenud years shall How I 
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(1.) The Africans have great vencralion for ihc 
aged, and treat them with the utmost tenderness. 

(2.) Baobab, or calabash tree. It has a mass of 
foliage at the top, 120 feet in diameter. 

(3.) Thome and Kimball, in their work entitled 
" Emancipation in the West Indies," remark, " To 
convey to the reader some idea of the manner in 
which the great crisis passed, wc give the substance 
of several accounts which were related to us in 
different parts of the island, by those who witnessed 
them. 

" The Wesleyans kept ' watch-night' in all their 
chapels on the night of the 31st July. One of the 
Wesley an missionaries gave us an account of the 
watch-meeting at the chapel in St. John's. The 
spacious house was filled with the candidates for 
liberty. All was animation and eagerness. A 
mighty chorus of voices swelled the song of expec- 
tation and joy 5 and as they united in prayer, the 
voice of the leader was drowned in the universal 
acclamations of thanksgiving and praise, and bless- 
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ing", and lionor, and glory lo God, wlio luid oi>ine 
down for their deliverance. In such exercises \\uj 
evening was s|)cnlu'iilil the hour of twelve approach- 
ed. The missionary then proposed that \\ lien the 
clock on the cathedral should begin to strike, the 
whole congregation .should fall uoon ihcir knees and 
receive the boon of freedom in silence. According- 
ly, as the loud bell iolleil its first note, the innnense 
assembly fell prostrate on their knees. All was 
silence, save the (juivering, half-stidetl I'readi of the 
struggling spirit. The slosv notes of die clock fell 
upon the multitude; peal on peal, i)eal on peal, 
rollei.! over the prostrate throng, in tones of angels' 
voices, thrilling among the desolate chords and 
weary heart-strings. J^carce had the clock souiidetl 
its last note, when the lightning llashrd \ividiy 
around, and a loud peal of thmuler roared rilongliu^ 
sky — (lod's pillar of fire a)id trump of jubilee! A 
moment of profoundest silence ))assed — dien came 
the burst — -they broke forth in prayer, they shouted, 
they sung, ' Glory,' ' alleluia they tlappe<! their 
hands, leaped up, fell down, clasped each other in 
their I'ree arms, cried, laughetl, andwf-nt lo and fro, 
tossing upward their unfettered hands 5 but high 
above the whole there was a mighty sound which 
ever and anon swelled up 5 it was the iitteriiigs in 
broken negro dialect of gratitude to God. 

At Grace Hill, another Moravian station, the 
negroes went to the missionary on the day before 
the first of August, and begged that they might be 
3 



NOTES, 



iillowcd to have a meeting' in the chapel at sunrise, 
it is []]{.' ii^;ual jirarlicc amoni^' the Moravians tohohl 
liul oiic snnriso mocliii,;;" (hirins;' the; \ car, and thai is 
on ihc inorning cU' ICasiur : hut as iho ])i.'oj)h^ bo- 
S(Mijj,iii very oarneslly fur this special iavor uu tlic 
I'iaster morning' of llieir freedom, it was granted to 
tiieni. 

Early iji the morning" they asscml.)led at ilic 
chapel. For some lime they sat in ))erfecl silence. 
'J'ho missionary then proposed that they should 
kneel down and sing. The whole audience (ell 
up(m their knees, and sung a iiynm commencing 
wiUi the Ibilowing verse : 

' Now let us praise the Lord, 
With hody, soul and si)irit. 
Who doth such wondrous things, 
J'oyond our sense and merit.' 

•'The singing was frequently interrupted with llio 
tears and soM)ings of the melted people, until finally 
it was wholly arri-sted. and a tumult of emotion 
overwhelmed the congregation,"' 

( l.) Captain Hawkins was the //' /•.<?/, Englishman 
who disgraced himself and country, by trading in 
slaves. Assisted by weaUhy individuals in London, 
he fated out three ships, sidled to Africa, burned and 
[(hnidored towns, and carried iliico iiiuiihcd of die 
inhabitants to Hispamola. 



M JSCKLLyVNKOlJS, 



D E , 

WRTT'IKN FOR THK FIRST OF AUGUST, 

1838. 

IjOikI Trnsanna:^, 

AVav(^ your hjimicrs, 
SoiiM'.l t.!ie truHi}) of Jnhilcc, ! 

'^riiousaiids s))riiigiiig 

l-'orlli arc siiiiriii<r, 
S'.vool, if4 I'rLH'doin — ^V^: auk fkke ! 



From tlio moniilain, 
Vale aiul founlaiii, 
I'^roiii cacli sliady grove and dell, 
I/islI ai-i-iiig, 
.loy surprising, 
shall IJiilaiu's glory swell! 



MISCELLANKOUS. 



Oil, the glory 

Of the story! 
Freemen, liail the blissful morning; 
See ye not the heavenly cUiwning ? 

Tyrants quiver — 

Shacklcfi sJiiver — 
Freedom's triumph hath begun ! 

Glorious hour, 

AVhicli the power 
Of thine arm, O Lord, hath given, 

Soon shall waken 

Those forsaken, 
Tliose whose spirits still are riven. 

Holy Father, speed the day. 

Hold thee on thy concpiering way. 

Then from grateful hearts shall rise 

.Uallelujahs to the skies: — 

We'll praise Thee, we'll pr;iise Thee, 

Thou glorious, concjuering One ! 
We'll praise Tliee, we'll praise Thee, 

Tliou glorious contpioriug One ! 
Hosannal llosanna! llosannal 

Amelia. 



O D E , 

WRITTEN FOR THK FIRST OF AUGUST^ 

1839. 

llc;i.nl yo tliiil. note; of gliidncss 

Come (icliuiiig o'er the deep, 
From wliorc, on occim's l)osom, 

Tliose verdant Ishuids sleep? 
Heard ye that slioiit of'triuni})!! 

Burst fortii o'er land and s(!a, 
Wliile hill-top, grove and fountain 

Jilend in sweet symphony ! 

ITe.ard ye lliat Alit.'inia 

►Sweep joyfully along ? 
tray, he;ird ye not a nation 

b^ing a triumphant song ? 
'Twcis thousand hearts awaking 

To fre(M.h)m, life and lK>pe, 
iianii out those notes of ijiladnes-'. 

That o'er old oci^an lloat. 



no 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



.I:ini!iica's (.'loud-cnpped inounUiiii) — > 

Antigua's winding gliuU?, — 
B!n"))adues' purling foniitain, 

Tell of swuot. rrccdoiii's sliadc 1 
Old men and inHint voico.s 

In one vast chorus rai>o, 
Like mighty rusinng wnters^ 

A sliout of joy and praise ! 

O Africa, thv danjzht(3r,s 

To-day shall joyous sing, 
Thy piihuy plains and waters 

Shall ring loud echoing ! 
Froii far CnlTraria's ])order, 

To whore the Cor.sair hies, — 
Veace rest on all thy hamlets, 

Bohuld. Till-: day-star rise ! 

Amelia. 
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SLAVERY, 

Anxl there wore soloinn gatherings in the sky, 
Oftliose pure spirits whif.h to iiuni are given, 
To guide his wayward footsteps to the high 
And perfect hViss of an eternal heaven. 

They spoke of that pure l}eing God had made 
In liis own image, and to l)ear liis form; 
How from the path of radiancy he sirayed, 
And changed, for night, the gladly beanung morn<, 

They spoke of a dark stain of gnilt, which lay 
On man's fair brow, in this wide, western land; 
How, from his brother's eye, ho barred the day 
Of freedom, with a high, usurping hand. 

And crushed tlie holiest feelings of his soul, 
The best and noblest thing that God iiath made; 
And caused th(; wav(!S of wretchedness to roll 
O'er the sad children of a darker shade- 



To ilicst! ixMiigiilcil (UK'S tlicy IxMit way, 
To clircr llicm in their loiidiiioss ;\\n\ irloom; 
Ami raisi; llicir t.'NCs to ii raint gliiiiiiu'riiig ray, 
Which, ill full joy, rsliall l)ursl upon iImmh soon. 

J5ut 10 soul of him who l)in(l.-: in ciiains 
Jiis hrolhi.'r, (asliioiu'd liy tlu; sanio kind hand 
'J'lial siiowereil on hiui alloction-s goalie rains, 
Ami bound llioir once tioft hoarls with love's linn 
bands. 

They \vhis[)er(,'d in iho stillness of the ninht, 
Or in the busy hour of noontide's ln.'at, 
<{f an ax'enging j)o\ver, an arm of might, 
M'hat for his lips a cu}) of wo will mete. 

OhI sj)irits of tlu^ air ! let your bri<j:;lil winirs 
I'an from our wcu'Id away this ])iighting slain; 
And the sad ('a[)ti\(i turn his sorrowings 
into glad praise, in I'rcedom's In>iy fane. 

I ), .V U K I 1-: T C A r H A R 1 N IC (j U I ' 'V . 



OPPRESSION. 



The shadows of.-i summer cvc 

Played on the verdant gras?; 
When on the dewy southern breeze, 

1 heard a low sound pass. 

Oil ! 't was a soft and gentle tone, 

Yet fraught with bitter pain; 
It told of those, who, sad and lone, 

Toil for a tyrant's gain. 

I heard the strain of bitterness; 

I heard the captive's sigh, 
And ])ade my heart forget it not 

Ere in the gr;ive it lie. 

Haiiriet Catharine Grew. 
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'IMIE SLAVE IMOTIf RU . 

Sc'O you yon innn ? 
Willi lofiy brow and mien ? Mark you thai smilo 
That ])lays, liko a cold northorn liglil, ahoiit 
A rouMl.onancc; of all its loveliness 
iJeref!, ? See you that poor victini at his 
Fe(;t, writhing in agony under the 
Keen lush plied at his command. Tlr'r slilled 
Groans bespeak the anguish '^fa hre;d\ing 
Heart. ****** 
That viclini is a Slavi; — a ■Motlier — Wife, 
She is hereft ! iK.'n.'ft hy him who smiles 
Upon her anguish ! Her hushand long sine(> sold 
From her embrace ! Ifer httle daught(!r, lh(.' 
Sohi and smiling solace of lier widow'd 
ileavt, is just n(uv sold to he the' victim 
Of a brutnl lord. * * * ^= 
Her ni<f]n li'dbre was d;n k: hut ibis Ion*' star 
!{em;iine(l lo shine upon hfr i»;i5hvv;iy. She 
<i:i/e(l upon il . — gnthfre.'l :dl il< r;i}S. and 
Oft fort[ot the darkiu'ss round her — lint it 



MISCEIiT-ANEOUS. 



Il:is set. to her, and all is darknoss now, 
Not oik; ray t)l'liglu i)r(;aks in lo clHM.'r llio 
Hadnt.'ss ol* iior soul. Slrani;(! Jiangs do rend lit;r 
M(»tlu.'r-lu!ai't,. And that k(;('ii lash is [)\'u'A to 
Still iho throes and stniiiij-los oflier dvin<r 
Hope. * * * You wocp ! 

IMiank (!od, anotlior and a, hotter wei!ps. 
O yes ! tliat wretched, htdpless woman has 
A Brother, who tliough iniseen, looks on 
And sees her grids and feels htM" pain, and all 
His howels melt witli sympathizing hive. 
And wh(Mi tliat ruthless spoiler of her joys 
(Who now so coolly smiles upon tlu; poor 
Crushed victim ol'his hate) shall stand hefore 
The throne of Cod for Judgment I she shall sit 
At (Jod's right hand; jmd he shall recognizG 
ller brother in his Judge ! 



BosTOxX, Dec. 1G, 1839. 



